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PREFACE. 


This  interesting  little  narrative  gives  a 
touching  picture  of  the  Home  Life  of  the 
great  Reformer:  the  first  Christmas-Eve 
being  a  season  of  great  domestic  happi¬ 
ness;  the  second,  fraught  with  affection¬ 
ate  recollections  of  Luther’s  beloved 
daughter  Madeleine,  who  had  in  the 
interim  been  removed  by  death. 

Melanchthon  also,  and  the  Elector  of 
Saxony,  figure  in  the  scene. 

1* 
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I. 

“Come  in,  dear  children!  Come  in, 
litrtle  Paul,  come,  Martin,  come,  Margaret, 
and  then  Madeleine  and  John.  /  Good! — 
the  little  ones  first,  and  then  the  elder 
ones.  Come,  atid  see,  and  take ;  and  then 
come  and  embrace  me  afterwards.” 

“No,  no,”  said  Madeleine, — “before! 
before !”  as  she  sprang  joyously  forward  to 
throw  her  arms  round  the  speaker’s  neck. 

A  happy  man  was  this  father  on  this  even¬ 
ing,  surrounded  by  his  children.  Happy! 
yes,  very  happy.  Parents  are  always  so, 

dear  children,  when  they  are  about  to 
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make  you  so.  But  God,  who  hath  made 
the  paternal  heart,  hath  seldom  made  a 
heart  such  as  this  man’s.  In  the  midst 
of  the  most  important  cares,  he  knew  how 
to  be  every  thing  to  his  children,  entering 
into  all  their  pleasures  as  well  as  their 

sorrows. 

*  • 

Oh  that  you  had  seen  him  preparing  this 
Christmas-Tree!  His  hand  trembled 
with  joy  as  he  lighted  the  little  candles, 
and  suspended  each  little  present  to  its 
branches;  you  might  have  heard  him 
murmur  a  benediction  on  each  of  the 
children  for  whom  these  little  Christmas- 
gifts  were  intended. 

They  were  little,  then, — these  Christ- 
mas-gifts?  Ah  !  yes ;  for  the  man  was  poor. 
Nevertheless,  this  man  was  a  great  man, 
children.  His  countenance,  although  gen¬ 
tle,  would  have  inspired  you  with  deep 
respect, — almost  with  a  solemn  reverence. 
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All  Germany  could  have  told  you  his 
name  ;  even  the  little  Paul  (had  you  asked 
him)  it  is  likely  would  have  put  on  a  grave 
look  as  he  replied  to  you, 4 ‘  It  is  the  doctor, 
Martin  Luttier.” 

I  hope  this  name  is  well  known  to  you, 
dear  children  of  the  nineteenth  century. 
You  know  who  the  celebrated  monk  was 
whom  God  chose  to  employ  in  bringing 
back  the  Church  to  the  gospel  in  the  six¬ 
teenth  century.  The  workman  showed 
himself  worthy  of  his  task.  Planted  by 
his  courageous  hand,  watered  by  the  blood 
of  martyrs,  the  tree  of  the  Reformation 
'  began  to  sprpad  over  all  Europe, — for  this 
Christmas  was  that  of  the  year  1541. 
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II. 

But  his  heart  was  at  this  moment  en¬ 
tirely  given  to  The  Tree  which  now  stood 
on  the  table,  gayly  decorated  by  the  hands 
of  parental  affection,  and  surrounded  by 
five  sportive  joyous  children. 

After  having  opened  the  door  of  the 
room  for  them  to  enter,  he  retired  to  the 
other  end  of  it,  leaning  himself  on  the 
white  delft  stove,  on  this  occasion  heated 
by  the-  Christmas-fire,  his  hands  folded, 
his  grave  face  beaming  with  pleasure,  as 
he  gazed  upon  the  happy  group. 

But  he  was  not  alone:  at  his  right  hand 
stood  the  pious  Catherine,  his  wife.  A 
little  astonishing,  do  I  hear  you  say,  to  be 
standing  still  there,  without  taking  any 
active  part  in  the  scene,  this  indefatigable 
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active  woman,  the  head  of  that  house  of 
which  the  father  was  content  to  be  the 
soul?  But  she  has  laboured  much  on  this 
tree,  and  it  is  fitting  that  she  should  re¬ 
pose  herself  a  little;  and  then  she  is  as 
happy  as  her  husband,  and  needs  a  little 
self-recollection  in  thankfulness  to  God. 

On  his  left  stood  his  friend  Philip,  the 
good  and  gentle  Melanchthon,  one  whom 
God  had  given  to  the  bold  Reformer,  to 
endeavour  by  his  wise  counsel  to  temper 
his  zeal  in  combat,  and  to  exhort  Luther 

i 

never  to  attempt  a  conquest  at  the  expense 
of  charity. 

Luther,  absorbed  in  thought,  at  one 
time  speaking  to  himself,  at  another  to 
them,  was  saying,  “Children, — ah!  chil¬ 
dren  !  what  a  blessing  children  are !  What 
a  pleasant  garden  of  the  Lord,  the  house¬ 
hold  wherein  children  are  found,  where 
they  live  and  expand  themselves  freely, 
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joyously,  confidingly!  The  flowers,  the 
fruits  of  the  earth,  the  noble  forests, — 
these  are  thy  glorious  works,  0  Lord, 
very  good  are  they  all.  But  here  are 
little  souls,  which  live  and  move  and  grow 
under  the  sunshine  of  thy  countenance, 
which  live  for  me,  for  thee,  Catherine,  for 
the  Church,  for  Jesus,  for  heaven.  .  .  .  Yea, 
heaven!  I  am  sure  my  little  Paul,  even, 
thinks  about  heaven.  He  asked  me,  last 
year,  if  heaven  were  more  beautiful  than 
the  Christmas-tree.” 

“I  believe,”  said  Melanchthon,  “itwTas 
rather  Madeleine.” 

“Yes,  she  also,  and  the  others,  if  they 
did  not  express  it,  thought  so;  and  this  is 
how  we  can  teach  them  to  realize  heaven, 
— in  trying  to  lead  their  thoughts  upwards 
through  the  beauties  and  blessings  of 
earth.  And,  alas!  we  may  cause  them  to 
forget  it  also, — as  we  children  of  a  larger 
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growth  too  often  forget,  when  God  hath 
made  our  homes  too  fair  and  too  happy. 

“  But  it  is  not  on  this  evening  that  I 
would  forget  thee,  0  Lord,  nor  that  they, 
should - 


III. 

Then,  in  a  louder  tone, — 

“Children,”  said  he,  “come  here.” 

They  all  left  the  tree,  and  hastened  to¬ 
wards  him,  for  they  understood  by  his 
manner  that  he  was  going  to  speak  to  them 
of  God.  It  was,  then,  with  some  surprise 
that  they  heard  him  begin  to  speak  of  other 
things. 

“You  have  your  presents :  are  you  satis¬ 
fied?” 

“Yes,  father.” 

“Ah,  well!  and  I  am  not.” 

They  looked  at  him  with  astonish¬ 
ment. 
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“But  why  not?”  said  John,  the  eldest. 

“I  know  well,”  said  Madeleine:  “when 
one — we  em - ” 

A  cry  of  joy  was  instantly  heard;  every 
little  hand  was  extended  towards  father, 
towards  mother.  But  he,  without  em¬ 
bracing,  gently  put  them  aside. 

“Madeleine,”  said  he,  “you  have  partly 
understood  me,  but  not  quite.  To  think 
of  your  father  is  something;  but  I  have 
a  Father,  I  also,  whom  I  would  that  you 
should  think  of  above  all.  These  gifts, 
from  whom  do  they  come?  From  Him 
from  whom  come  all  things.  This  tree, 
of  whom  doth  it  speak  ?  Of  Him  again, 
— as  does  all  that  is  bright  and  joyous 
in  this  world.  Have  you  blessed  him?” 

The  eyes  of  Madeleine  said  yes ;  the 
eyes  of  the  others  fell.  But  the  pious 
child  knew  that  pride  spoils  every  thing, 
piety  even  more  than  any  other  thing ;  and 
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this  consciousness  caused  her  eyes  also  to 
droop  the  instant  after  she  had  spoken. 
Then  Luther,  joining  his  hands  in  prayer, 
addressing  God, — 

“0  Lord,”  said  he,  “these  children  had 
forgotten  thee ;  they  are  sorry.  They 
would  love  thee ;  they  know  that  all  plea¬ 
sure,  all  joy,  cometh  from  thee.  They 
know,  and  they  remember,  I  hope,  what 
is  the  source  of  the  joy  of  this  season, 
why  they  have  received  these  gifts,  and 
why  they  have  this  bright  tree,  and  what 
the  meaning  of  that  little  waxen  angel  at 
the  top  of  the  tree  is.” 


IV. 

In  effect, — on  the  very  top  of  the  tree, 
according  to  the  German  custom,  an  angel 
extended  his  bright  wings,  and  in  his 
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hands  floated  a  seroll  of  paper  bearing 
some  lines. 

“And  now,”  said  Luther,  “who  can  re¬ 
peat  to  me  what  is  written  up  there?” 
They  all  knew  it,  and  all  repeated  from 
memory  the  glorious  verse: — 

“Behold,  I  bring  you  good  tidings  of 
great  joy,  which  shall  be  to  all  people. 
For  unto  you  is  born  this  day,  in  the  city 
of  David,  a  Saviour,  which  is  Christ  the 
Lord.” 

Then,  seating  himself,  he  began  to  ex¬ 
plain  this  word  unto  them. 

“A  Saviour!”  said  he,  “a  Saviour  is 
born  to-day !  To-day?  No;  for  it  is 
fifteen  hundred  years  since,  even  more, 
and  the  tidings  are  nevertheless  new, 
always  new;  they  are  always  the  good 
tidings,  and  the  joy  is  still  great  and 
always  great.  Wherefore,  children?  If 
any  one  had  just  said  to  you,  ‘Jesus  is 
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there,  at  the  door.  He  is  come  from 
heaven,  at  this  moment  even — for  thee, 

nothing  but  for  thee . What  news  ! 

What  joy  P 

“That  which  I  have  just  said  is  even 
so.  The  Jesus  of  to-day  is  the  same  Jesus 
as  of  the  first  Christmas-day.  The  same 
Jesus  who  came  for  every  one  in  the  be¬ 
ginning  comes  every  Christmas  for  each 
one.  Good,  then,  very  good,  are  these 
tidings;  for  each  one  may  receive  them 
as  though  they  were  to  himself  alone,  to 
him  specially  that  Jesus  came  down  from 
heaven.  Great,  then,  great  is  the  joy;  for 
each  one  may  lay  hold  of  this  joy  as  if  it 
were  all  for  himself ;  and  what  greater  joy 
can  there  be  than  to  feel  one’s  self  re¬ 
conciled  to  God,  pardoned,  loved,  saved? 
Saved ! — do  you  know  what  that  is  ? 

“A  child  is  playing  on  the  brink  of  a 

riv£r:  he  slips  into  it:  the  current  ra- 
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pidly  carries  him  down.  Farewell  to  the 
smiling  flowery  banks,  to  the  sunshine,  to 
his  mother,  to  his  father,  to  his  home,  to 
all.  But  near  there  is  a  brave  man  who 
has  seen  the  child  fall  into  the  water. 
He  runs, — he  throws  himself  into  the 
river, — -he  brings  back  the  child.  Saved ! 
Saved!  What  joy! 

“A  child  wandering  in  a  wood  loses 
his  way:  the  night  comes  on;  lie  cannot 
see  the  path:  he  hears  the  wolves  howl, 
and  sees  the  bears  like  phantoms  ap¬ 
pear  in  the  gloom : — when  some  one,  well 
armed,  comes  to  seek  the  child;  he  calls, 
he  finds  him.  Saved!  Saved!  What  joy! 

“Children,  you  are  also  on  the  brink  of 
this  river,  or  in  this  wood.  These  flowery 
banks  are  your  life.  Alongside,  very 
near  and  close,  flows  the  river  of  sin,  its 
slippery  descent  hidden  under  the  flowers. 
Already  have  you  dipped  your  feet  jnto 
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the  stream.  I  knew  a  child,  lately,  who 

had  told  a  lie :  I  believe  he  was  called - 

Ah,  well,  John,  my  son,  weep  not.  Come 
here  and  listen  to  what  I  am  going  to  say. 
He  had  done  this,  and  I,  his  father,  would 
not  see  him  for  three  days  and  three  nights. 
I  could  not  sleep.  I  thought  all  night  of 
this  miserable  sin,  and  I  said,  ‘  Lord !  Lord ! 
would  it  not  be  better  for  him  not  to  live?’ 

“But,*  then,  one  morning,  after  some 
disturbed  sleep,  it  seemed  to  me  that  I 
heard  a  gentle,  yet  penetrating,  voice, 
saying  to  me, — 

U<I  pray  not  that  thou  shouldest  take 
them  out  of  the  world,  but  that  thou  should- 
esHkeep  them  from  the  evil  that  is  in  the 
world.’  And  I  recognized  the  Lord  Jesus’ 
words,  and  I  remembered  that  I  had  sinned 
in  almost  wishing  the  sinner  had  been 
taken  out  of  the  world.  And  then,  as  I 
was  rising,  I  heard  a  loud  sobbing  behind 
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the  door.  Jesus,  who  had  spoken  to  the 
father,  had  also  touched  the  heart  of  the 
son;  and  I  forgave  the  child,  and  I  felt,  as 
he  also  felt,  that  God  had  forgiven  him. 

“We  bless  and  thank  thee,  0  Jesus! 
Christmas,  the  day  of  the  Good  News! 
Saved !  Saved !  What  joy ! 

“Children,  you  will  find  yourselves  in 
that  other  place  of  which  I  spoke, — in 
the  dreary  dark  wood  full  of  wolves,  of 
bears,  of  serpents.  This  wood  is  the 
world.  There  .you  will  meet,  sometimes 
hidden,  sometimes  roaring  and  showing 
themselves,  all  the  enemies  of  your  soul. 
Sometimes  you  will  not  dare  to  take  a 
step;  at  other  times  you  will  rush  on 
blindly  into  their  very  jaws;  and  some¬ 
times,  still  more  sad,  you  may  suffer  your¬ 
selves  to  fall  asleep  in  the  dangerous  calm 
of  sin.  But  there  is  One  who  never  slum- 
bereth  nor  sleepeth,  whose  eyes  pierce 
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through  the  shades  of  darkness,  and 
whose  strong  hand  can  break  the  teeth 
of  those  monsters.  Call,  then,  to  him: 
he  will  come.  Seek  his  face,  and  his  coun¬ 
tenance  will  be  to  you  as  the  sun  in  his 
strength.  Lay  hold  of  the  hem  of  his 
garment,  and  he  will  lead  you  where  there 
is  no  darkness,  no  peril,  no  alarm.  Saved ! 
Saved !  What  joy!’' 


V. 

Thus  spake  the  great  Reformer;  and  he 
continued  to  speak  a  long  time,  but  it 
was  of  those  things  which  did  not  weary 
the  childremin  listening:  his  imagination 
gave  form  and  colour  to  every  idea;  his 
heart  gave  to  those  forms  an  irresistible 
and  vivid  attraction.  In  his  simplest 
words  the  children  felt  he  had  a  deep  love 
for  their  souls,  as  the  Bible  says,  “Out  of 
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the  abundance  of-  the  heart  the  mouth 
speaketh;"  and  who  ever  had  a  sentiment 
more  profound,  more  true,  an  experience 
deeper  of  the  goodness  of  God  in  Christ 
Jesus,  than  the  learned  doctor?  This  joy 
of  the  sinner  saved  by  faith,  lie  felt  in 
common  with  the  humblest  believer:  his 
heart  chanted  an  endless  thanksgiving  to 
the  crucified  One  on  Calvary,  and,  on 
these  festive  Christmas  seasons,  to  the 
gentle  babe  born  in  Bethlehem. 

He  loved  Jesus  as  few  only  have  loved 
him,  and  he  knew,  as  few  only  have  done, 
how  to  make  known  Jesus'  love  to  others. 
When  he  had  finished  speaking  of  all  the 
Saviour  has  done  for  us,  “Children,"  con¬ 
tinued  he,  “see,  the  lights  are  just  going 
out,  and  you  all  have  your  gifts !  I  know 
One  who  waits  for  his.  That  one?" 

“It  is  Jesus,"  said  the  children. 

“Yes;  Jesus.  And  what  will  you  give 
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to  him?  I  warn  you,  he  will  have  but 
one  thing,  and  if  you  refuse  him  this  one 
he  will  not  know  you.  He  will  have 
your  hearts,  children, — the  whole  heart. 
I  also,  I  will,  your  father,  and  your  mo¬ 
ther  also,  we  will  certainly;  but  we  do 
not  love  you  as  Jesus  has  loved  you,  as  he 
loves  you  now;  and  we,  your  father  and 
mother,  say  to  you,  Jesus  above  all  things! 
Jesus  in  all  things!  Love  us,  but  in  him, 
for  him,  and  after  him  ;  and  the  smallest 
degree  of  love,  sanctified  by  him,  will  suf¬ 
fice  to  render  you  docile,  devoted,  our  joy 
and  our  crown. 

“Then  you  will  love  all  mankind  in 
him,  and  for  his  sake, — all  those  for  whom 
he  died,  all  his  redeemed  ones.  Then  you 
will  know  how  to  weep  with  those  who 
weep,  and  to  rejoice  with  those  who  do 
rejoice.  You  will  remember  to  do  good 
to  the  poor,  the  suffering,  the  sorrowful, — 
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to  do  this,  as  doire  unto  Him  who  hath 
‘  so  loved'  us.  Here  we  are,  in  this  severe 
winter,  sheltered,  warm,  happy,  joyful. 
Listen  to  the  whistling  wund !  See  the 
falling  snow.  '  Ah,  well,  dear  children, 
there  are  at  this  moment  many  poor  chil¬ 
dren  in  very  comfortless  dwellings,  lighted 
only  by  the  pale  reflection  of  the  snow, 
their  only  amusement  listening  to  the 
hollow  moaning  of  the  wind, — no  food 
but  a  morsel  of  black  bread,  even  if  they 
have  that;  there  are  also  many  homeless 
wanderers,  lonelv  and  sad ! 

“Ah,  children,  I  also  have  experienced 
this.  More  than  once,  when  I  was  a 
student  at  Eisenach,  I  have  had  to  find  a 
supper  by  begging  from  door  to  door  in  the 
snow,  hungry  and  cold.  This  thought  has 
often  supported  me,  nay,  rather,  lifted  me 
up: — ‘It  is  not  I  who  am  poor,  hungry 
and  cold.  It  is  Jesus.  It  is  Jesus  whom 
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they  receive  or  whom  they  repulse.’ 
Repulsed,  I  blamed  them  not.  I  pitied 
those  who  could  repulse  Jesus  in  the  per¬ 
son  of  his  servant.  Received  at  some 
hospitable  table,  my  presence  there  seemed 
to  bring  a  blessing  to  the  house.  But  I 
also  had  my  sinkings  at  heart.  Ah,  yes, 
I  remember  well,  one  evening  I  wan¬ 
dered  about  a  long  time  before  I  dared  to 
knock  at  any  door.  All  around,  the  win¬ 
dows  seemed  lighted  up  by  the  brilliancy 
of  the  Christmas-trees;  joy  and  abundance 
everywhere;  and  I  said  to  myself,  some¬ 
what  bitterly,  ‘Ro  place  for  me  to-day: 
they  are  too  gay  to  trouble  themselves 
about  me.’  And  I  wept,  and  then  it 
seemed  to  me  to  be  doubting  the  love  of 
Jesus.  At  length  I  perceived  a  window 
more  sombre  than  any  of  the  others, 
which  seemed  to  inspire  me  with  a  little 
courage.  I  knocked  at  the  door :  it  was 
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opened  to  me.  A  tiny  tree  had  just  lost 
the  light  of  its  four  little  candles,  one  for 
each  child,  and  these  four  children  were 
those  of  a  poor  widow.  Here  there  was 
a  cry  of  joy  to  welcome  me,  and  here  I 
passed  some  blessed  hours ;  and  this 
Christmas  dwells  on  my  memory  as  one 
of  the  happiest  God  has  ever  permitted 
me  to  see.  Come,  come,  then,  ye  poor, 
to  the  Chris tmas-feast.  Welcome,  in  the 
name  of  the  Lord.” 


‘  VI. 

He  stopped.  The  children  were  excited 
with  interest.  At  this  moment  some  one 
struck  three  loud  knocks  at  the  door. 
Was  this  a  something  arranged  before¬ 
hand?  The  children,  perhaps,  at  first 
•thought  it  might  be ;  but,  from  their 
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father’s  serious  aspect,  they  soon  saw  it 
was  not. 

“Catherine,”  said  he,  “go  and  see.” 
And,  as  she  entered,  he  earnestly  inter¬ 
rogated  her  countenance. 

“How  wonderfully  God  orders  things!” 
said  she.  “A  poor  man, — a  traveller.” 
And  the  children  jumped  for  joy. 

Luther  advanced  towards  the  door,  and 
held  out  his  hand;  but,  suddenly  stopping, 
he  bent  to  salute  the  stranger,  and  hastily 
bade  them  be  silent. 

It  was  enough ;  they  were  already  trans¬ 
fixed  with  astonishment.  The  poor  tra¬ 
veller  was  his  Highness  John  Frederick, 
the  Elector  of  Saxony,  the  protector  and 
friend  of  Luther, — shaking  his  rich  man¬ 
tle,  which  was  covered  with  snow. 

“A  traveller,”  said  he,  smiling;  “a 
poor  man,  not  exactly.  Yet,  indeed,  we 
others,  we  princes,  we  are  also  always 
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poor,  for  we  always  need  more  than  we 
possess. 

“ Doctor  Martin  !  Doctor  Philip!  good¬ 
evening.  Good-evening,  Dame  Catherine. 
The  darkness  has  helped  me  to  deceive 
you.  I  have  left  my  men  and  my  horse  at 
the  end  of  the  street.  I  have  known  for 
a  long  time,  Dr.  Martin,  that  the  word  poor 
has  the  power  to  open  your  door,  and  I 
wished  to  see  it  exemplified.  For  the  rest, 
I  am  only  about  to  traverse  Wittemberg.” 

“The  poor - ”  said  Luther,  “will  be 

seated  an  instant?’’ 

“  Certainly.”  .• 

“And — well,  children,  have  you  in¬ 
spected  me  enough?  Truly,  you  did  not 
expect  to  see  me.  For  this,  I  suppose. 
Come  and  take, — a  florin  for  each  of  you ; 
and  long  live  the  Christmas-tree!” 

But  the  Elector  seated  himself  with  an 
air  sad  and  sombre. 
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“Doctor,  affairs  are  becoming  compli¬ 
cated.” 

“God  will  make  them  straight.” 

“He  is  about  to  permit  some  rude 
strokes.  There  is  the  Emperor,  who 
speaks  of  declaring  war  against  me.” 

“  Man  proposes ;  God  disposes.” 

“Ah!  it  is  not  that  I  fear  the  combat, 
Dr.  Martin.” 

“I  know  it,  your  Highness;  and  what 
besides?” 

“It  seems  to  me  sometimes — what  was 
I  going  to  say? — that  God  abandons  his 
cause.  Everywhere  Satan  is  raising  his 
hegd ;  everywhere  Protestant  blood  is 
flowing.” 

“The  martyr  is  always  conqueror.” 

“In  the  sight  of  God,  yes; — but - ” 

“Is  not  that  enough?” 

/ 

“But  Home,  in  the  mean  time,  enters 
into  the  strongholds:  all  our  friends  in 
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Italy,  in  Spain,  'have  been  crushed ;  in 
France  they  are  likely  to  be.  And  then 
the  internal  struggles,  the  defections,  the 
faults.  There  is  Geneva,  which  has  sent 
away  Calvin!’1 

“  Calvin !  Do  you  know  what  he  wrote 
to  Worms  the  beginning  of  this  year?  A 
fine  page,  your  Highness, — a  hymn  to 
Christ  the  Conqueror, — always  victorious, 
according  to  him ;  and  he  speaks  the  truth : 
whether  we  are,  or  not,  do  not  think  that 
these  seasons  of  doubt  or  distress  are 
unknown  to  me.  God  sometimes  sends 
them  to  me  as  to  you,  to  prove  me ;  and 
he  brings  them  to  an  end  when  it  seemeth 
good  unto  him.  A  little  bird,  the  other 
day,  became  to  me  a  teacher,  full  of  elo¬ 
quence.  I  saw  him  perch  himself  for 
the  night  upon  a  tree  in  my  garden.  As 
I  looked  at  him  there,  calm  and  happy,  I 
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said  to  myself,  He  falls  asleep  on  his 
branch,  and  lets  God  care  for  him.” 

“It  is  difficult,  doctor.” 

“Hot  so  difficult.  If  you  knew  how 
I  have  enjoyed  this  evening  with  my  chil¬ 
dren  and  their  tree !  It  was  not  forget¬ 
fulness,  believe  it  well.  All  this  bad  news 
I  knew,  and  much  more.  But  as  I  spoke 
of  Jesus,  of  his  birth,  his  life,  and  his 
triumphant  death,  I  said  to  myself,  in  my 
heart,  Ho,  he  is  not  come  to  be  van¬ 
quished,  but  to  vanquish.  He  will  con¬ 
quer,  and  he  will  reign  for  ever  and  ever.” 

“Doctor  Martin,”  said  the  prince,  “you 
are^a  happy  man.” 

“Prince,”  said  Luther,  “love  Jesus,  and 
you  will  be  so.” 

“Doctor  Martin,  I  must  go.  Do  me  a 
pleasure.” 

“Prince,  what  is  it?” 

“Permit  me  to  hear  your  Psalm.” 
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“  We  were  just  about  to  sing  it.  Chil¬ 
dren,  'Catherine,  Philip - And  the 

magnificent  Psalm,  chanted  by  his  vibrat¬ 
ing  voice,  wafted  towards  heaven  the' ex¬ 
pression  of  the  unshaken  confidence  which 
he  had  just  preached  to  the  prince. 

“God  is  our  stronghold  and  defence. 

He  armour  invincible  supplies.” 

Thus  had  holy  confidence  in  God  been 
sung,  for  the  last  twelve  years,  all  over 
Germany,  by  soldiers  of  the  army  of 
Christ,  small  and  great,  by  peasants  and 
nobles,  by  ignorant  as  well  as  learned.  It 
was  a  grand  sight,  children,  when  knights, 
armed  with  mail,  mounted  on  iron-clad 
steeds,  chanted  in  unison  with  the  feeblest, 
and  even  young  children,  this  invincible 
armour,  which  is  the  Spirit  of  God. 
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VII. 

“  Thanks,  doctor,”  said  the  prince ; 
“thanks,  children,  all.” 

And  he  went  away,  without  saying  an¬ 
other  word.  He  wept;  but  tears  such  as 
heroes  only  weep.  History  will  tell  you 
that  Frederick  of  Saxony  was  called  to 
the  combat  of  arms,  and  also  to  much 
trial. 

When  the  Reformer  returned  from  re¬ 
conducting  his  august  visitor  to  the  door, — 

“Well  sung,  my  friends,”  said  he: 
“  your  hearts  were  there,  I  saw.  But, 
Madeleine,  it  seems  to  me  I  did  not  hear 
your  voice.  Where  are  you,  Madeleine? 
What !  in  this  corner  !  ’  ’ 

Madeleine,  in  effect,  had  seated  herself 
on  a  stool  at  the  farther  end  of  the  room, 
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her  head  bent  immovable,  lost  in  reverv. 

9  J 

This  was  no  new  thing;  very  often  her 
little  head  of  twelve  years  was  bowed 
down  under  the  weight  of  serious  and 
mysterious  thought.  “  She  half  lives  with 
us,”  her  father  had  often  said,  “half  else¬ 
where  !” 

He  was  not,  then,  astonished  to  see 
her  alone,  absorbed  in  thought,  and  he 
bade  them  not  disturb  her.  When  hear¬ 
ing  her  murmur  a  few  words,  he  gently 
approached. 

She  was  holding  in  her  hand  the  little 
waxen  angel  which  had  just  figured  at 
the  top  of  the  Christmas-tree,  and  was 
speaking  to  it. 

“Angel!  little  angel!”  said  she,  “thou 
hast  brought  us  good  news  indeed.  Canst 
thou  not,  before  thou  goest  away,  tell  me 
something  else?  Me!  I  do  want  to  know 
so  much  more  about  the  Paradise  from 
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whence  thou  earnest!  When  I  was  little, 
very  little,  my  father  made  me  a  beauti¬ 
ful  garden,  full  of'  flowers  and  fruit,  with 
marvellous  birds  in  it;  but  he  does  not 
think  it  like  that,  nor  do  I.  Heaven 
must  be  much  more  beautiful;.  I  do  not 
know  how  to  describe  it.  And  this  is 
what  I  want  to  know,  little  angel :  should 
I  become  weary  in  this  garden?  Did  Jesus 
come  to  give  me  a  heaven  where  I  should 
grow  weary?  Oh,  this  is  what  I  want  to 
know,  what  one  will  be  in  heaven,  and  what 
we  shall  do  there.  Thou  dost  not  reply. 
How  foolish  I  am !  Thou  art  only  a  little 
angel  of  wax  ! — a  plaything !  0  holy 

Jesus !  I  cannot  see  thee,  but  I  know 
that  thou  art  there,  alwTays  there,  always 
watchful,  as  my  father  says,  and  always 
listening:  wilt  not  thou  thyself  tell  me 
a  little  of  what  I  wish  to  know?  What 
do  they  do  up  there,  near  to  thee?  How 
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do  they  pass  their  time, — that  time  which 
shall  never  end?  0  Jesus,  one  word,  only 
one  word.” 

“That  word,  Madeleine,  you  would  not 
understand,”  said  Luther. 

She  started. 

“Father,  were  you  there?” 

“Yes.  I  perceive  that  you  are  afraid 
of  becoming  weary  in  the  presence  of 
Jesus.” 

“No,  no.  I  only  want  to  know - ” 

“Only?  Ah!  that  is  like  our  poor 
hearts,  my  little  one!  We  would — we 
would — only, — Ave  would  believe — only, 
and  we  wTould  confide  in  God — only.  But 
this  only  is  all.  This  only,  it  is  the  great 
veil;  it  is  the  secret  of  God.  This  only 
can  only  be  revealed  to  us  when  we  have 
the  power  to  comprehend  as  risen  re¬ 
deemed  angelic  spirits.  This  is  only  in 
heaven,  Madeleine.” 
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“Oil,  then!  then."  She  stopped.  The 
word  had  struck  like  lightning.  Her 

O  O 

father  took  her  hand. 

“Are  you  going  to  leave  us,  Madeleine  ?” 
She  sprang  into  his  arms;  but  she  did 
not  say,  No. 
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I. 

A  year  after,  but  in  the  morning 
about  ten  o’clock,  Luther  was  in  his  room, 
occupied.  At  least  he  said,  on  entering 
it,  “I  am  going  to  study.” 

Two  or  three  times  Catherine  had  been 
in,  arranging  this  or  that, — perhaps  dis¬ 
arranging;  for  she  did  not  appear  as  if 
she  quite  knew  what  she  was  doing. 

On  her  first  entrance,  she  had  found  the 
Reformer  seated,  his  Bible  open  before 
himf  Was  he  reading?  or  was  he  pray¬ 
ing?  She  could  not  tell.  A  second  time, 
he  was  standing  before  the  window,  his 
view  lost  in  the  gray  heavens.  A  third 
time,  he  was  re-seated  before  his  Bible, 
still  immovable,  his  hands  clasped. 
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She  approached  him  gently,  and  laid 
her  hand  on  his  shoulder. 

“Dear  doctor,  I  know  what  you  are 
thinking  about.’’  He  did  not  reply. 

“Dear  doctor,  it  is  past  ten,  almost 
eleven  o’clock.” 

Then  he  turned  himself ;  two  large  tears 
rolled  down  his  cheeks. 

“And  can  you,”  said  he,  “you? - ” 

“I?  Yes,  God  will  give  me  the 
strength .  ’  ’ 

“Ah!  yes,  and  me  also,  Catherine,  me 
also.  Go  and  tell  the  children  that  they 
shall  have  their-  tree.  Are  there  not  still 
four?  We  bless  thee,  Lord,  we  thank 
thee.  And  if  I  had  only  had  her?  If 
none  of  the  others  were  spared  to  me? 
0  Lord,  I  am  an  ungrateful  man.  Go, 
Catherine,  go;  prepare  every  thing.  It 
shall  be  here  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour.” 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  afterwards,  Luther 
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entered  the  house  with  the  fir-tree  on  his 
shoulder.  The  passers-by  took  off  their 
hats,  as  if  it  were  the  funeral  procession 
of  Madeleine  once  more  passing  through 
the  streets  of  Wittemberg  in  tears;  and 
the  old  peasant  who  had  just  sold  Luther 
the  tree,  much  touched,  said,  “God  bless 
you,  Doctor  Martin!” 

II. 

At  length  the  evening  arrived.  The 
children  waited  in  the  adjoining  room. 
The  door  opens.  But  the  father  does  not 
call  them  in  by  name:  he  cannot  trust 
himself. 

They  enter,  but  in  silence.  Soon,  how¬ 
ever,  the  tree  produces  its  usual  effect. 
The  gifts  are  distributed.  They  converse, 
but  in  a  subdued  tone,  then  a  louder;  then 

i 

they  run  about.  At  first  there  was  quite 
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a  powerful  struggle  in  tlie  father’s  heart. 
Standing,  as  on  the  last  year,  by  the  great 
stove,  Catherine  on  his  right  hand,  Me- 
lanehthon  on  his  left,  he  felt  almost  pained 
that  nothing  seemed  to  be  changed.  But 
by  degrees  this  feeling  dies.  Could  Made¬ 
leine  have  been  consulted,  she  would 
not  only  have  permitted  this  fSte,  she 
would  have  even  requested  it.  This 
thought  reconciled  Luther  to  the  scene, 
and  he  began  to  fancy  he  could  still  see 
her  by  the  tree,  alive  and  smiling,  happy 
in  the  happiness  of  others,  the  pious  lov¬ 
ing  sister  of  the  happy  group.  Then 
Christmas  is  always  Christmas,  the  day 
of  great  joy:  it  recalled  some  tender 
sorrows,  but  it  recalled  them  softened, 
purified,  sanctified. 

Still  Luther  doubted  himself. 

*  “Philip,”  said  he,  11  you  must  speak  to 
the  children  to-day.” 

4* 


TWO  CHRISTMAS-TREES. 


43 


“And  what  shall  1  say  to  them?” 

“What  you  will.” 

“Willingly.  But  you,  you  will  tell 
them  quite  the  contrary.” 

“I,  Philip?— I?” 

“Alas!  yes:  if  Martin  Luther  shows 
himself  bowed  down,  vanquished,  who  will 

- Alas!  yes:  if  Martin  Luther  shows 

himself  distressed  beyond  measure,  over¬ 
come,  who  will  believe  me,  when  I  say 
that  Jesus  consoles  and  strengthens? 

He  reflected  an  instant;  then, — 

“Philip,  you  are  right.  The  disciple 
is  wiser  than  his  master.  Call  them.” 
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III. 

And  what  did  he  say  to  them,  this 
evening? 

He  spoke  of  Jesns  as  the  consoler  of 
his  people,  and  he  spoke  with  such  power 
that  the  truth  shone  out  in  every  word. 
It  was  evident  that  he  felt  consoled,  and 
consoled  from  above.  Those  around  him, 
it  seemed,  were  given  to  witness  some¬ 
thing,  at  least,  of  that  deep  and  intimate 
work  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  the  Comforter, 
which  is  not  merely  consolation,  but  regene¬ 
ration  and  new  life.  He  was  calm,  almost 
cold, — a  rare  thing  with  him, — the  result  of 
full  conviction,  of  faith  almost  changed  to 
sight.  They  listened  with  the  same  calm¬ 
ness,  thanks  to  the  same  grace  which 
radiated  so  powerfully  around  him.  The 
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children  had  never  so  completely  measured 
the  void,  nor  so  fully  realized  how  our  lost 
ones  are  found  again  in  Jesus.  The  mo¬ 
ther,  even,  wept  not. 

When  the  children  were  returned  to 
the  tree, — 

“Doctor,”  said  she,  “was  I  wrong  this' 
morning?" 

“Doctor,”  said  Melanchthon,  “was  I 
wrong  just  now?” 

“Catherine,  Philip,  you  were  my  good 
angels.  God  reward  you  !” 

“It  is  already  done,  doctor.” 

“Already,  Philip?” 

“Is  it  nothing  to  have  heard  you?” 

“Oh,  Melanchthon!  the  effort  was  very 
great!  But  I  feel,  yes,  I  now  feel,  in¬ 
stead  of  shrinking  from  all  that  reminds 
me  of  her,  I  can  go  to  seek  it.” 

“Ah,  well,  you  will  not  have  far  to  go, 
Master.” 
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“All,  I  know  it.  The  place  seems  full 
of  her  presence.” 

#  “Yes;  but - ” 

“Philip,  you  appear - What  would 

you  say?” 

“Something  which  alarmed  me  just 
now,  but  which  alarms  me  no  longer. 
Master,  come  and  see.” 

And  Luther  had  scarcely  taken  two  or 
three  steps,  when  he  perceived  at  the  end 
of  the  room — a  Portrait. 


'  IV. 

It  was  suspended  over  the  spot  where 
he  had  found  her  in  meditation  and  prayer 
the  last  year.  She  had  the  same  look, 
the  same  expression  of  ardour  and  resig¬ 
nation,  with  which  the  painter  had 
blended  as  it  were  the  first  gleam  of  that 
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divine  light  after  which  she  then  aspired. 
It  was  Madeleine  upon  earth,  and  it  was 
also  Madeleine  admitted  into  the  mysteries 
of  heaven ;  and  the  father  found  her  such 
as  he  had  known  her  here,  and  some¬ 
what  as  he  believed  her  to  be  beyond  the 
mysterious  veil  of  the  tomb.  He  had  not  to 
ask  from  whom  this  touching  chef -d  oeuvre 
came :  he  had  already  recognized  the  talent 
and  the  heart  of  his  friend  Lucas  Kranach. 
The  elegance  of  the  frame  announced 
another  friend, — the  Elector. 

“And  you  were  in  the  secret,  Cathe- 

•  o’ > 

rme : 

“Yes.” 

“And  that  is  why - ” 

“Yes.  I  desired  that  the  dear  child 
might  come  to  us  by  the  light  of  this 
Christmas-tree.” 

# 

He  took  the  Portrait,  and  placed  it  at 
the  foot  of  the  tree.  The  light  falling  on 
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the  face  of  the  child  seemed  as  it  were 
almost  to  re-animate  it  with  life. 

And  he,  standing  immovable  before  it, 
seemed  to  plunge  his  view  through  an 
open  gateway  into  the  bliss  of  heaven. 

“Madeleine!'’  murmured  he,  “Made¬ 
leine!  Thou  art  there  where  thou  wouldest 
be!  The  little  girl  knoweth  more  than 
the  Doctor  Luther,  more  than  all  the 
doctors  of  this  world.  A  moment,  a 
flash,  the  time  to  open  the  eyes,  and  thou 
enteredst  into  possession  of  more  than  love 
can  conceive  or  faith  can  describe.  Oh, 
how  earnestly  -could  I  ask  thee,  as  thou 
didst  the  little  angel  last  Christmas,  Teach 
me!  Teach  me!  But  no:  I  can  say  to 
myself,  as  I  said  to  thee,  The  secrets  of 
heaven  are  reserved  for  heaven.  Let  us 
wait.  All  that  I  need  to  know  here  below 
I  know;  for  I  know  that  my  Saviour  ever 
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liveth.  I  can  wait  in  peace!  I  can  be 
happy,  even  without  thee,  Madeleine.” 

Then,  taking  his  wife’s  hand, — 

“Yes,  yes,  we  can  be — we:  is  it  not  so? 
Ah,  if  the  prince  were  to  say  to  me,  as 
last  year,  ‘It  is  difficult,’  I  might  not  now, 
perhaps,  be  so  prompt  in  replying,  Yo. 
The  proud  doctor  had  then  to  learn  how 
weak  the  flesh  is.  One  can  face  a  Caesar ; 
another  is  broken  down  before  the  coffin 
of  a  child.  God  humbles  me.  It  is  a 
good  sign !  he  will  raise  me  again ;  he  has 
already  raised  me. 

“Philip,  you  shall  be  content  with  your 
master.  It  is  permitted  to  halt  a  moment 
to  burv  our  beloved  dead;  but  it  is  not 
permitted  to  bury  ourselves  with  them, 
and  to  neglect  the  work  of  the  Lord. 
Still  a  little  while,  a  few  more  battles, 
and  Eternity ,  in  which  to  rest  ourselves. 
Still  a  few  more  Christmas  seasons,  more 
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or  less  sad,  perhaps,  then  a  joyous  reunion 
with  Christ  above,  an  endless  fete ,  un¬ 
measured  joy,  a  never- setting  sun !  Cathe¬ 
rine,  Philip,  children,  courage, — a  task  for 
each,  and  God  our  Helper. 

■  “God  is  our  stronghold  and  defence, 

He  armour  invincible  supplies.” 

And  the  Psalm  resounded  from  every 
voice ;  the  Christmas  candles  died  out 
with  the 
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THE  END. 
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